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Author's Notes: 
First time posting on Rockfic! | had meant to post this a while back but just ending up procrastinating. :,) 
Anyway, Enjoy! 


January 1983 
Some dingey, scummy bar in LA. 


One of those bars where the smell of 40% alcohol and sweat hangs constantly in the air. Where the lights are 


low and the colors are dull. Walls covered in Harley-Davidsons flags, a battered old pool table in the corner. 


It looked rough; it was rough. 


The people were no different. Tattooed, torn sleeves, beards, broad. A bunch of scary fuckers. Most of whom 


were even scarier drunk. Among those scary drunks was one Dave Mustaine. 


Stood at the bar, nursing his fourth drink. Not enough to be drunk, but enough for the alcohol to nip at the 


corners of his vision. 


Casually leaning against the bar, he knew he should be thinking about the new bassist. The one from Trauma 
who was considering joining. This could be a whole new start for the band. With a savage like him on stage, 


there were going places. This was huge. Massive. And yet... 


It wasn't that that was gnawing at his every thought. It was the short Dane leaning against the pool table and 
the tall blonde eye fucking him. Pool cues in each of their hands, neither paying attention to the game. 


He observed how they played off of each other. Lars talking non-stop. James moving around him to take his 
shot, his hand brushing against the Danes narrow waist as he passed. The drummer smiling slyly in 
acknowledgement. 


James looked up at Lars as he took his shot, smiling widely at whatever remark the Dane just said. Lars smiled 
back, leaning further back against the table, his pool cue dancing between his hands. 


He lifted himself on to the table. James brought over his drink from the side table. The two perched together 
at the edge of the pool table. Glasses clinked, eyes met. Then they separated. Lars moved to take his shot. 


Fuck this, the ginger thought, sipping at his beer. 


He directed his thoughts away from his bandmates, trying to focus on his surroundings in an attempt to quell 
his building anger. 


The place was sleezy as fuck, he thought. It always had been. They'd played there a lot in the early days, when 
no one else wanted anything to do with them. Playing their earliest versions of ‘Hit the Lights’ and ‘Jump in the 


Fire’. 


Back when James had started singing, his imposing presence on stage didn't match his early untrained voice. 


Playing guitar though, it was a completely different story. Hammering out their songs. Their songs. 


How he and James on stage were unstoppable. Leaning on each other as James yelled like the possessed, as 


Dave belted out a solo as if it was a second nature. 


Yet when he'd finish, looking over at the fellow guitarist for approval, he'd finding his blonde head turned 
towards the small Dane thrashing wildly behind them. 


He silently wondered if James knew he was getting played. Cause if he knew Lars, which he fucking did, he knew 
Lars didn't do anything without the prospect of gain 
What the fuck was his game. 


Cause Lars always had some game. Whether it be for his own sake, the sake of the band, his own pleasure. It 


didn't matter. The cogs in that pretty little head of his were always turning. 


A shrill yell of glee took him out of his thoughts, as Lars knocked two balls into the corner hole. Sticking out 
his tongue playfully, he swayed over to the side table, taking a further swig of his beer. "Fuck you, Hetfield" he 


hears a jovial voice exclaim from the direction of the bar. 


James didn't say anything in response, instead opting to throw the drummer a mock annoyed look Lars swayed 
slightly as he saddled up besides the blonde once more, the alcohol starting to show in his demeanor. 


His small hand started to creep around James’ forearm. Lips moved in the distance. The ginger couldn't make 


out the words but saw a slight smirk form in the corner of the Dane's mouth. 


And with that, he peeled himself from the tall guitarist. Shimmying his way through the cramped bar, making 
a bee line for his fellow bandmate, leaning lazily against the counter. Ignoring the eyes that trailed behind him, 


as always. 


Eyes always followed them here. All three of them. Never failed to piss Dave off. And creep him out. Though 


he'd never let on. 


"Hey dude" Lars smiled, as he pulled himself up on to the barstool. His legs too short to touch the ground. 
Getting the bartenders attention, flashing a winning smile. "Two Carlsberg please." 


The short Dane whipped around, returning his attention to the guitarist. "Why you hanging here all by 
yourself?" he jested, poking Dave's bicep with his index finger. 


Only drunk would he tease the ginger like that. 


Sober, Lars knew better than to do so, it was like hanging a metaphorical red flag in front of a metaphorical 


bull. 


And Dave liked to talk with his fists, especially after a few drinks in his system. All broad shoulders and 


muscle. 


James' ‘don't fuck with me! attitude was a front. Dave's was real. Too reall. 


But Lars knew Dave would never hit him. It was one of the unwritten rules of the band In their circle, fists 
would fly, blood would flow. Dave's fiery hair would whip around. James’ face would be contorted in rage. He'd 
seen it all too any times. 

But you don't fucking hit Lars. And he didn't, not even during the dog incident. 


Even if every time he saw him he imagined pummelling him. 


Splitting that cupids bow. Seeing even a shred of fear in Lars’ eye. 


He never laid a finger. 


Dave simply huffed in response. 


"Aww, don't wanna talk to me Mustaine?" Lars pouted, his doe eyes shining in the low light. "Me and James 
were thinking of heading home soon enough, thought I'd catch up with you before we go, huh." He continued. 


Running his fingers along the wooden countertop, featherlight touch, running along the veins of the tree, 
circling the knots. 


Dave watched him closely, his finger drifted from the smooth surface towards his own hand resting in front 
of him. Lars‘ fingers creeped onto his hand, sneaking upwards to linger on his forearm for just a second. The 
guitarist could feel the hairs on his arms stand up at the other man's touch. Lars eyes never left his, not 


even as he whipped his hand away. 


An opened bottle slid across the bar. Lars tipped it in Dave's direction. "Aww that's a shame." 


What the fuck is he playing at. 


This, behavior of his. 


Lars had always been outgoing. Despite English being his second language, he was as loud-mouthed and loose- 
lipped as they came. Captivating any company he ever had. 


He was a fucking flirt too. Laughing hard at shitty jokes. Fingers brushing forearms, batting eyelashes. 


He could get even the toughest, hardest fuckers to crack. Laughing along with him. Sometimes they'd rest a 
hand on his waist and lean close. They'd buy him a drink when he was completely broke. 


But he'd never take it any further. He wouldn't let them. And if they'd try anything, James or Dave or 


someone would be there to help him out. 


It was all in good fun. No harm. He got free drinks. The other guys got some much wanted attention 


It never didn't bother Dave though. 


He wasn't brought up like that. That shit shouldn't be ok. He was taught to keep to himself. He wasn't brought 
up like Lars, to be touchy, and expressive and revel in the bliss of fun and frenzies. Because fuck his mom, 


fuck his dad, and fuck the rest of ‘em while you're at it. 


"Just thought I'd let you know, in case you wanna come home with us." The Dane piped up again. "Would hate 
for you attempt to drive and wind up faced down in the middle of the road. That would be shit, we'd have to 


find a guitar player, as well as a bassist" 


Finally breaking his silence Dave simply huffed a response. 


‘I'm sure you would be devastated" 


"Ah, well, you know me." 


"Would it inconvenience you?" 


"Terribly" 


Lars was smiling again, playing with the lip of his bottle. Glad he got some form of reply from the ginger. 


He noticed Dave's scowl, it was hard to ignore. He enjoyed he could rise the guitarist with nothing more than a 


few words and tip of the head, a look in the eyes. 


Lifting one leg up on to his stool, swiveling his wrist, swirling the drink in the bottle. Lars was perfectly at 
ease. Sighing, smiling softly, coyly. 


"Well, I'll see you whenever so." Drink in hand, hopping off the chair. 


Like he owned the fucking city. 


And to, his credit, he basically did. His corner of it at least. 


chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
And he'd be left a weird, blonde, acne ridden teen on stage. With what felt like the whole world looking at him. 


And then Dave would take the mic for him, and he'd almost shield his face until it was time for the next song. 
And that was their rhythm. 


A rhythm that now left a bad taste in his mouth. Left him thinking of the last gig they played 


James would never know what he had done to land himself so squarely on his feet. 


What, lo? IT? years of nothing but shit. His religion invading every aspect of his life. His mother's illness and 
eventual death. His father's cruelty and eventual abandonment. 


Complete shit, with nothing but the music to give him a dream. Something to work towards, even if he had no 
clue if it would get him anywhere. 


Until, of course he saw that damn advertisement in that damn magazine. That changed his fucking life forever. 


And when he first met the weird little Dane on the other side of said advertisement, he knew that was it. It 


was over. 


No, he wasn't a good drummer, far from it. Honestly, he remembers cringing inwardly the first time Lars 


played for him. A cymbal falling over, him trying desperately to hide his lack of technique. 


But there was something about Lars, his determination that kept him enthralled. And the more he got to know 


him the more enthralled he became. 


Something about the Dane had always appealed to him. His attitude and glee was infectious. The way he could 
talk about Black Sabbath or Motorhead for hours was mesmerizing. 


He'd flash a smile in a room of strangers and walk away with IO new friends. Talking the ear off of anyone who 
wanted to listen Everyone wanted to listen to whatever Lars had to say. 


And the fact he had the finances to facilitate their dreams was a bonus. 


Those were the reasons why he loved the Dane, at least those were those he could admit to himself in the 
beginning. 


He definitely didn't notice how his plump lips would curl around the lip of a bottle when he landed a funny joke. 
How he would look, covered in sweat after their gigs, giving it his all, hammering on the drums. Exhausted, 


satisfied. 


He definitely didn't notice how his spandex hugged his hips and ass so tightly. 
Until he did. And Lars noticed too. 


And then he started to notice how his t-shirt would ride up over his tapered waist, exposing a strip of skin 
And then he started noticing how perfectly Lars fit under the crook of his neck when they passed out drunk 
And then he started noticing how good it felt to hold him. Drurk or sober. 

How good it felt to fuck him. 

And then he got lost 


He knew Lars was a flirt, he knew he was liked to indulge others. But fuck, he fell hard. Harder than he ever 


fell for anyone before. Man or women. 
At that point, all there was, was Lars. And he becoming ok with that. 
And then there was Dave. 


Dave who was always there when he needed help with a riff, who would be there to grasp him by the 


shoulders when he was falling down drunk. 


He'd feel his calloused hands grasp his chin, and his husky breath in his ear, when alcohol consumed his world 


and senses. 


"Dude, are you ok?" the red head would inquire. He himself grasping onto consciousness as the vodka slowly 


creeped into his veins. 
"Yeah... I'm good" The blonde would reply. 


"Good" Dave would reply. He'd let his fingers linger, toying with the edge of James' jaw. Eyeing him hard, before 


a switch would flip, and he'd leave him swaying on his own 


Fuck, he loved Dave too. Like a long lost brother, or another part of himself lost in another part of LA in his 


formative years. 


And the violent and cutting thunder they would create together onstage was second to nore. 


Bullet belt swinging against his hips. His blood pulsating through every corner of him. Shrill shout rousing 
everyone in the fucking building. He felt invincible. 


Until the final cries of the guitar would echo, the drums would finish with a crash. 

And he'd be left a weird, blonde, acne ridden teen on stage. With what felt like the whole world looking at him. 
And then Dave would take the mic for him, and he'd almost shield his face until it was time for the next song. 
And that was their rhythm. 


A rhythm that now left a bad taste in his mouth. Left him thinking of the last gig they played Just before 
Ron left. 


Fuck 


The alcohol was there to greet him. As always. But where Dave would immediately throw himself into the 
crowd, chugging drinks, James preferred to stay in the small backstage dressing room, just to the left of the 
stage. 

The lights were low as long strides took him to the drinks table, reaching for the bottle opener. 

And then he felt those small hands creep around his waist. 


"Hey, you played good tonight” A familiar voice spoke up, exhaustion obvious. 


Reaching down to lightly grip his wrist, he pulled the small Dane in front of him. 
"Thanks, you too." He whispered back. A calloused hand coming up to tangle in brunette hair. 


Fuck he looked so good like his. Exhausted from playing, high on the ecstasy of the night. 


Cheeks red, eyelids heavy as he leaned into James’ touch as his hand slipped down to massage the nape of his 


neck. 
He could get drunk on that look alone. 
He felt slender arms come to coil around his neck, pulling him closer. 


Their warm breaths mingled with each other; foreheads pressed together. Lars lifted himself to sit on the 
table behind him. The drinks quickly forgotten 


James leaned down to capture the Danes lips with his own, his free hand coming to rest on his waist. Slipping 


under his tank top to feel his milky skin under his touch. 


His eyes slipped close, his cheeks ablaze. The world dissolving around him. Feeling Lars open his mouth, leaning 


into him further. His legs spreading to make room for James to step closer. 


He grunted softly, feeling Lars‘ warm breath brush his cheek, sucking on his tongue, his lips. Consuming each 


other. 
And then he pulled himself closer to the table, rubbing himself and Lars together. 


And then he heard a soft moan escape the Dane's parted lips, as supple hands 
moved to his mane of blonde hair, tugging softly. 


And then he thought he heard the thick wooden door in the corner open. 
"Hey James did you-" the red head stumbled into the room, intoxicated. 
Stopping dead in his tracks to take in the scene in front of him. 


James and Lars. Together. 


Like together. 

Lars perched on the table, cheeks burning crimson, hair disheveled, shirt ridding up his abdomen 
James leaning down, hands roaming, breathing heavily. 

And... Did they not hear him? 


The feverish groping and hungered kissing continued, until the sound of smashing glass shook them out of their 


reverie. 

Blown wide blue and hooded green eyes met his as he stood in silence. 

A look of disgust and shame covered one face, a coy smile covered the other. 
Lars was the first to break the silence. 

"Hey Dave, you want something?" 


Fuck, where was his voice. 


And where was his drink? Oh yeah, covering the muddy carpet in their shitty backstage dressing room. 
Where his two bandmates were making out. 


And the next thing Dave remembered was slamming the heavy door, stumbling through the short corridor 
towards the Toilet. 


Thrashing the posters that hung on the walls along it. Grabbing them and taring them from the nails where 
they hung. It wasn't enough to kick over the trash can in the hall. He walloped it with everything he had, hands 
resting against the cool concrete of the white walls as he repeatedly assaulted it, moving from the trash can 


to incessantly kicking said wall 


The cool of the wall trickled through his senses as he rested his head against it, trying to gather himself. 
Running a hand through his fiery hair. 


Fuck, why did he care so much. Whoever Lars and James decide to fuck should be their own business. 
But what if it fucks up the band? 


Cause he knows James’ doesn't deserve to get his heart broken by a slut. Because James was the best thing 


to ever happen to him, and he knew how this would end. 


Like how most ‘relationships’ end when you're 19, horny, and one of you is indiscriminate when it came to who 


they decided to fuck 

He and James were fucking unstoppable together, both as song writers and as guitarists. Playing on stage. 
Where his long blonde hair would tumble perfectly over his face. Where he'd lean on Dave, gasping for breath, 
after another spellbinding performance. Where he'd- 

Yeah, this was about the band. Only the band, of course. 

Fuck what James and Lars did. 

He reached the toilet seconds before he threw up. 

X 

It was his escalated anger after that right that finally drove Ron to quit the band 


And fuck, now they needed a bass player. 


And now it was only the three of them. 


chapter 3 


The pounding of a hangover never became any easier to deal with. The sick feeling in his head and stomach. 
Feeling full, yet empty at the same time. The feeling of bile creeping upwards. Feeling both roasting hot and 
shivering with the cold at the same time. 


God it never got any easier. 


He needed food. f there was any in this damn house. They hardly made the money for rent and whatever was 
left on the budget went directly to copious amounts of alcohol. 


Shifting from his place in bed, the lead guitarist made his way to the main room. Just the thought of coming 
into contact with Lars completely sober terrified him, but fuck it. They lived together, not like he had much 


option. 


Leaving for the small, grey kitchen, he was greeted by James, eating stale cereal from a cracked bowl, reading 


some music magazine. 

‘Morning, | didn't hear you come home last night. Thought maybe you found a girl or something.” 

"Nah" he slumped down in the chair on the opposite side of the tired grey table. Pulling the box of cereal, 
peaking inside before shoving his hand in and grabbing a fistful. "We get any decision from Burton yet?" he 
continued. Mouth half full. 


"Not yet, but Lars called him yesterday and said he actually sounded enthusiastic. Might come to see us one 


more time. He doesn't wanna leave SF though." 
"Shit, what? We gonna have to move?" 


"Yeah, | guess dude. Not like we have much alternative. But | guess we'll cross that bridge when we come to 


it." 


Truth be told, he didn't care he might have to move. If its for the music, shit, he'd go half way across the 
world. It's not like he had family here to miss. 


And neither did James. Fuck, if Dave knew him like he thought he did, he hated this city. The fucking city that 
killed his mom and drove his dad away. Why the fuck did he look so worried. 


He kicked at the blonde-haired boy's legs under the table. The fuck's gotten into him. This should be good, they 
still had an opening with the bassist: 


"Dude, what's wrong? | thought you'd be fucking ecstatic. This is it, we're gonna fucking make it. So what if 


we've to move to San Francisco. New start, new home, new gigs. New girls. 

Purposeful emphasis on girls. 

‘Catch my drift Jamie-boy’ 

"| don't know man. Lars was saying he brought it up to his parents and they didn't want him to. Y: know him, If 
they put the foot down, he's not going anywhere." James replied meekly, messing with the spoon in his almost 
empty bowl. 

Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck Cause it had to come back to him. 

"So? We'll just hire a new drummer. Its not like he's good or anything." 


Trying to play it cool. He did know deep down firing Lars wasn't really an option. But at least man could dream. 


Dream about him and James making it. Like actually fucking making it. And they wouldn't need some spoiled 
foreign brat with them cause- 


"What the fuck? We're not firing Lars. The shit are you talking about? Like | knew you haven't been buddy- 
buddy with him recently, but like, c'mon 


Recently. not since after the last concert. But he didn't need to say that. They knew. 
And James sounded annoyed. Like actually properly annoyed. And confused. And kinda hurt. 


Fuck, he screwed up. ‘Don't fight him. Don't fight James: He thought. ‘Don't fly off the handle-bars like you 
usually do. Shit take it down a notch don't start it-' 


He managed to crack a crooked smile. "I'm just messing, man, chill. Obviously, can't you take a joke.” 
James looked skeptical. His face uneasy. "You didn’t sound like you were joking." 


‘Oh James, if you only knew. He's obviously using you. Toying with you, for some reason or another. You have 
to know he doesn't actually fucking like you. Cause he doesn't fucking like anyone, except himself. Jesus, he's 
gonna destroy the band, man. | should have fucking stopped him when | first noticed him. Knocked his teeth out 
and told him to keep his fucking distance. Put on fucking fitting clothes and keep your fucking dick in your 
pants.’ 


And he was lost in his thoughts again, and his headache returned. He started intently at the acne scars that 
dotted James’ face. 


"Nah dude, of course. Lars-" 


"Heard my name. All good things I'm sure." Lars emerged from the bedroom he shared with James. Wearing 


someone else's Sabbath tee. Too big on him, half way down his thighs. Didn't matter. 
He was still the most commanding presence in the room. 


James looked up from Dave's face. Softening slightly at the Dane. "Yeah, of course. | mean were just talking 
about moving to SF." 


‘Oh ya" Lars coy smile faltered for the shortest of moments before returning. He sauntered over to the only 


remaining chair. Slouching down, pulling at the hem of his shirt. 


He promptly changed the subject, shifting slightly in his chair. "So, whats on the agenda today?" Looking 


between his bandmates. A cold glare coming from Dave, a warm gaze from James. 

"Don't have one, thought you were the one to come up with shit in this band" Dave dismissed. "Thought we'd 
do some practice, get drunk, fuck off in different directions at some point in the night. Rinse repeat till we get 
an answer from Burton. Not like we got much else going on in this fucking city." He smiled sarcastically, voice 


clearly dripping with frustration. His tone sarcastic. All pointed at the short brunette. 


"Well aren't you a fucking ray of sunshine." Lars shot back. "What is it, IO in the morning? Didn't get any last 
right | see. Poor Davie" He teased, flashing a white smile. 


"Less to do with that. More than having to deal with you in the morning" Dave flashed a sarcastic smile back, 
eyes hard. 


His hand reached up, to pinch Lars' cheek Hard. Hard enough to hurt him. Only to pull away seconds later. 
Lars' devilish smile didn't even falter for a second. Never one to back down. Least of all to Dave. 
"Aww, you're sweet aren't you" the Dane chuffed. 


"Ummm, there's some party tonight Downtown somewhere." James quietly spoke up, breaking the think tension 


that had fallen on the dank kitchen. The drummer and guitarist having almost forgotten his presence. 
Brown and green eyes shot towards him. 


"There's some house party on tonight Downtown somewhere. Thinking of heading down. Free booze, y'know. If 


you wanna tag along." He continued, eyes shifting between his two bandmates. 


Lars smile slipped from one of mischief and devilment to a softer one. 


"Sure" 
"Great" James sounded uneasy. "Dave?" 


He grimaced. "Sure, why not." Free alcohol in the end of the day. Better than hanging around alone in that 
fucking bar. 


Better than getting fucking ogled in that fucking bar. 


"Great so it's a plan" Lars slid out of his chair. Moving towards the kitchen, softly gripping James’ shoulder as 


he passed. 
James just looked at Dave. His face contorted in some sort of rage. He figured why. 
Fuck. 


"Looking forward to that now. Love a good house party" Lars whispered to himself. 


chapter 4 


From his first time meeting James, he knew he liked him. And not just because he had long blonde hair, and 
fucking unreal eyes and long, toned legs. 


Though that didn't hurt. 
It was just him. 


That advertisement had been up for ages. No callers. No ‘guitarists looking to jam’ or whatever the wording 


was. 
Until there was one. 
And he was James. 


On the phone, his voice was deep and gruff, the Dane didn't know what to expect. He told him he was I], almost 
I8. And maybe they could link up over the weekend or something. 


They did. Jammed together in his basement, the Motörhead and Deep Purple posters acting as a canopy. 


He knew he fucked the drums up. Missing a good few beats here and there. His cymbal fell over half way 
through. He felt beyond fucking mortified. Something he hardly ever felt. He hated it. 


He never let it show though. 


James didn't let it show he noticed either. He did. Lars could see him roll his eyes as he turned around while 


adjusting his amp. 

Yet James still took him out to McDonalds when they were done. Paying for his Burger and coke. 

Coins laid out on the table as he stood to the side, he could see James was afraid he didn't have enough. 
He offered to pay. James wouldn't hear it. He found the money. 


How fucking sweet of him. 


He didn't tell James how he felt for ages. 


Dude grew up in a crazy religious family. By all accounts was as straight as they came. Never showed the 


slightest interest in him, or any other guy for that matter. 
After a good gig, he'd envelop him in a tight hug. Completely platonic. 
After a night of heavy drinking, he'd find him reaching out to him in a sleepy stupor. As friends do. 


His eyes would linger on him when he thought Lars wasn't looking. 


Huh. That's new. 

Maybe he should test the waters 

And so he did. Started pressing up against him when he was excited. Fluttering his eyelashes 
Casual flirting was his forte. After tennis and drumming. Maybe 

And slowly, the tough guy façade fell, and all was left was a quiet boy, scared of his sexuality 


But Lars would be patient, and hey if James didn't want what he was offering he didn't have to take it. He 
wasn't sure the quiet blonde would actually take the leap. 


And then he found himself at some house party. Bass hammering at his heart as the loose crowd shimmied 
with the music. Packed main room. People on sofas making out, girls in tight dresses, guys topless. The heat 
was almost unbearable. Light low. 


Solo cup in hand. Sat on the kitchen countertop. His blonde bandmate leaning beside him. Him chatting nonstop, 
like usual. The guitarist listening. Or at least trying to. His mind was muddy with the alcohol, both of theirs 


were. 


And then he felt it. A hand creep up his jean clad thigh. And this was different. Not accidental, not casual. The 
most purposeful movement he made in his life at that point. Beside maybe picking up a guitar for the first 


time. 


And Lars found himself putting down his solo cup, and sliding off the counter, trying his best to keep steady. 
Not talking to anyone else in the party. 


Not like they knew anyone anyways. And they both knew Dave was already shit-faced, entertaining some girls 
outside. 


Neither said anything, Lars walked ahead. Making his way to the bathroom at the end at the hall. The upstairs 


bedrooms long occupied. 


And the door shut behind them. And Lars found himself pressed against the cool tiles of the wall. James 
cupping his jaw with one hand, tilting it upwards. His other hand climbing up the side of the drummer's lithe 
body. 


Lars opened his mouth automatically, looping his fingers into James’ belt buckles, pulling him closer still. Bodies 
arched against each other. 


He felt the guitarists chapped lips leave his, instead deciding to feverishly mark his neck, suck at his throat. 
The heat felt unreal. Consuming everything around him. And it felt so good. So fucking good. 


Broken gasps and moans caught in his throat. His ripped jeans suddenly tighter than before. And feeling a 


sudden pressure brushing against his stomach, James’ pants straining the same as his. 


And then the pressure and heat was gone, and he was left grasping and reaching for him. 


The warm hand returned to his cheek. 


It took him a moment to open his eyes. A heavy weight on his eyelids seemed to make it almost impossible. 


When he managed it, two blue orbs stared down at him. 
"C'mon man, don't fucking leave me here." His accent heavy as he tried to catch his breath. 


"I just wanna make sure this is ok with you." The blonde spoke up. "I just hope you don't think I'm forcing you 


or 


Lars promptly shut him up. Standing on his tiptoes, placing a chaste kiss on his lips, before settling back down, 
big green eyes shining up. 


‘And he's a fucking gent too’ He thought. 


Most of his encounters involved being pushed down. Hair pulled. Fingers being shoved down his throat. Not that 
he didn't enjoy the odd bit of manhandling. 


But fuck, did he appreciate James’ concern 
‘I'm sure." He breathed 


And that was that. 


They came out of the small bathroom thirty minutes later. Disheveled. Sweaty, both with deep purple marks 


beginning to climb along their necks. 

No one missed them. Not even Dave. 

From that day forward, Lars guided James in all the ways he wasn't experienced, 

In random bedrooms and bathrooms. Once in some dark alley against a cool brick wall, post gig. 
It was also around the time Dave got into coke. 


James liked Dave on coke. He loosened up. He was happier. He'd come up and throw his arms around his 
bandmates, beaming. The three of them thrown down together on some couch. All in a collective drunk haze of 
Jagermeister and Black Sabbath. 

"We're gonna make it guys. Metallica. James and Dave and Lars" the fiery haired guitarist would say. 

"Yeah man, totally! | fucking swear | can see it now dude." James would reply. 

Lars would stay uncharacteristically quiet. 


He fucking hated Dave on coke. 


The nights Dave spent coked up usually ended with a bloody nose. Usually Dave's, after copping a feel of some 
girl, or challenging some guy to a fight while barely able to stand on his own two feet. 


James hardly saw that part. Staying inside in the party or bar while Lars would walk Dave to the corner store 
to pick up a bag of peas to press against his blackening eye and paper towels for his bloody nose and split lips. 


Lars was starting to think he was doing it on purpose, so as to avoid the thought that Dave and his habits 
looked like there were starting to be a permanent problem. 


He heard the name Metallica thrown around when the others didn't too. 

Around LA, they were starting to gain a small reputation in musical circles. Not a particularly good one. 
"A bunch of fucking dangerous drunks. Play good, guitarist is a fucking liability though." 

He was starting to believe it. 


Alcohol was one thing. It got him riled up in all the wrong ways, but usually sapped the energy from him after 


not too long. 


Coke kept him going All. Fucking. Night. Long. 

He'd lighten up with himself and James sure. He'd wrap James in bear hugs and shake him around a bit. 
He'd picks Lars off the ground and carry him around. Usually on his shoulders. Sometimes on his back. 
Every time he'd have had alcohol to sedate a fucking gorilla 

Every time Lars would almost fear for his fucking life. 

Awaiting the body slam on concrete ground of the parking lot as the three walked home. 

Dave probably wanted to. He probably wanted to do it so fucking bad. 

He never did. 

Lars knew Dave wouldn't hit him. Punch him. Kick him. 

He could do this though. 

Plus he was almost as scared of Dave tripping over his own feet by accident. 


"Fucking put me down man, its not funny. You're fucking drunk. You're gonna fall over man. Just put me down" 


He'd try not to shriek. He would fail. 

‘Lars, lighten up dude, l'm not gonna drop you." 

James would just laugh. "Calm down dude. I'll catch you if he does" 
He wanted to believe him. 

He couldn't let this shit continue for much longer. 

Dave was starting to get on his last nerve. 


He could sense he was getting on Dave's too. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Don't do drugs kids ;) 


And so they found themselves at another party. Some guy James knew from Downey high. Massive Spanish 
house. Didn't know him well. Didn't want to know him. But there would be booze and girls and action At least 
some bit of excitement: 


Music blared through the open windows. Poppy shit. Michael Jackson Duran Duran. Asia 


They wanted to wince but fuck it. It's not like they expected them to be playing Diamond head or any of the 
other NWOBHM they were familiar with. Put up or shut up. 


Not the end of the world. Even if it grated on them immensely. 


Lars was the first to move from where they were stood on the street, pushing past the couple making out on 


the porch, through to the front door. 

All hair. So much fucking hair. Bright pink and purple clothes. Shit this really wasn't their scene. 

Not that Lars really cared. Little bother to him. He could make friends with any one of them. Probably would. 
New connections, always good. Even if their music went straight through him and their fashion made him want 


to blind himself. 


"C'mon" He beckoned at his bandmates before disappearing inside, slipping between the writhing bodies and 
flashing lights. 


Dave shot James a look. ‘We can get out of here. Leave Lars to his own devices. We can get a drink alone. Pick 
up our guitars, write, play. Without him. Jesus, fuck he's good without us, we don't need this place. Grab a 


couple drinks and run, just you and me: 


"Wait up, dude." James chased after the short drummer. Trying to keep the Dane within his eyesight. Not 


wanting to lose him in amongst the strangers. 
"Fuck" the lead guitarist exhausted under his breath. 
Shoulders slumped. He stalked in. 


X 


Inside already, Lars found himself in the crowded main room. Cases of beer covered the countertops and 


kitchen island. The smell of cheap weed crowded his senses. 

Surveying the guests. He recognized a couple, knew none. 

Not that that mattered. 

He pried a Carlsberg from a case. Danish gold. 

The shitty light system firing green, purple, red in his eyes. Solo cups littered every surface. 


A glittering from a far-off surface caught his attention The remnants of a white powder dusted the 


reflective surface 

Coke. 

Fuck. 

Dave would be like a bloodhound on that thing. Even if he tried his hardest, he knew the chances of him being 
able to steer Dave away from the source were near nil. Especially in a place like this where he'd be looking for 
almost anything to keep himself entertained. 


But he wanted to waste as little time thinking about Dave as possible. 


Pulling the cap off his drink, Lars took a large swig of his beer, tipping it high above his head. Trying not to 
bump against any of the bodies that brushed up beside him. 


Guys laughed loudly with their friends; girls giggled in small groups. Boys boasted loudly about their recent 
games played and girls they fucked, 


Dilated pupils, excited shouts, grinding bodies, pool in the back. 

The music still fucking sucked though. Pop synth bs, but fuck it. 

He hoped to consume enough alcohol to drown it out. 

Or end up in some back room or bedroom, away from the speakers and bustle of the party. 
Fuck yeah. 


He crooned his head back, feeling his long hair brush the lower parts of his back. Mouth open, smiling, eyes 
closed, he moved with the music. 


Holding his hands above his head, swaying his hips. He knew there were eyes on him. 
Like always. Not just James, or even Dave. Just people in general. 

Not that he was gorgeous or anything like it. 

Just androgyny looked good on him. 

He knew that it did. 


He knew people looked at him with distain too. Cursing the music he loved and the people he hung out with. The 


clothes he wore and how he looked. Lars struggled to care. Not now anyways. 

Tilting his head forward as he lowered his arms to take a further swig of his beer, he noticed James at the 
doorway of the room. Clearly trying to locate his Danish bandmate. Long arms swung by his side as he stood 
awkwardly, trying to make his social anxiety not too obvious. 

Lars could see he was failing miserably at that. 

Not that he minded. He found it kinda cute honestly. 

‘Cute’, 

Rarely a word that seemed to fit James Hetfield 


Lars secretly loved it when it did. 


He'd never tell him that though. James liked to imagine himself as a lot tougher than he was, and Lars didn't 
want to be the one to crumble that thought. Just a shitty thing to do. 


And he knew he could be a dick and a bitch and a whole host of other words he heard from the mouths of 
almost all of his acquaintances when they thought he wasn't listening. And Dave. 


Fucking whatever. Maybe so. He wasn't gonna be a dick to James for no reason though. At least not about this. 
When blue eyes finally landed on his, he saw the guitarist's morph with a weak smile. 


His face coiled with a coy smile. Hip cocked out. One arm up, swirling his drink. Other hand resting on his waist 


as he looked at him through hooded eyes. 


Almost a head below the rest of the guys there. He still stood out. To James anyway. He couldn't help it. 


James silently crossed the crowded main room, shuffling through the writhing bodies as they moved with the 


music. Clearly trying to look as indiscriminate as possible. James' eyes never left Lars. 
He had to chuckle slightly. ‘James, no one fucking cares, man. Let loose’ He wanted to say. Not yet. Maybe he'd 
get to that later tonight when they were both drunker and the world became nothing more than bright lights 


and indistinct sounds. 


"Fuck. | need to get hammered, this fucking music is going straight through me." James greeted, sliding up 


beside him, resting his arm on Lars’ shoulder, looking down at him. 


Bottle of vodka snatched. Bacardi and Jager in arms reach. Cases of beer getting replenished almost every I0 
minutes as supply constantly dwindled as the party go-ers intoxicated themselves. 


He left beers on the counter, choosing to take a long swig of the vodka before handing the bottle to Lars so 


as to do the same. 


Once more, Lars threw his head back, knocking back his drink His face scrunched up as he felt the familiar 


burn seep down his throat. 


James couldn't help but smile to himself watching him. He looked fucking cute with his eyes shut tightly and 


nose curled upwards. 
A gasp escaped Lars’ lips as he swallowed the drink 

"Ugh, Ill never get used to the taste of that, here, gimme a beer.” 

Vodka down. Beers up. 

"Cheers" 

Eyes closed as they drank together. 

One beer. 

Two beers. 

They talked and laughed. They moved closer to each other, fingers flitting against arms. 
Vodka 


Three beers 


Lars started moving into the crowd. Without a word, he dragged James with him. Both starting to sway as the 


alcohol once again. Lars moved to chat with some girl about Tennis. Talked to some tall guy about Van Halen. 
James nodded along awkwardly, trying to seem interested. A small circle had formed around the Dane as he 
babbled on and on and on. How the fuck did he do it, James would never know. ‘Making connections’ he called it. 
‘Networking’ But it had got them a spot on a record before they even had a fucking band, he couldn't find it in 


him to complain. 


Despite the attention, Lars kept his arm linked in James’ the whole time. The blonde could feel the vibrations 
off of him as the small Dane laughed raucously at whatever someone had said. 


Somehow he didn't care all too much now how the drummer hung off of him. 

The rest of the guys didn't seem to care either. 

Did they ever? He remembers them caring. And judging and looking. 

Whatever. 

Jager shot for James. 

A Malibu and coke for Lars. 

Fuck whatever some asshole said about mixing drinks. 

Another Jager shot for James. 

Double shot of vodka for Lars. 

The music seemed louder than ever. The lights seeped into every corner of their eyes. Lars' tolerance was 
catching up to him. He started moving towards the sea of bodies gathered in the middle. Weakly tugging at 
James arm to follow. 

Leaning up on his tiptoes to whisper in his ear "C'mon man, c'mon. Let's dance. Fuck the music, man. It doesn't 
matter. This beat isn't bad" he breathed. James could feel Lars swaying on his toes, trying his hardest to keep 
his balance. 

Arms wrapped around James’ side as Lars lowered himself, resting his head on the chest in front of him. 


"I'm so drunk right now James. Are you? You are too, aren't you. Wanna go somewhere more private." 
g M Yy g p 


He started tugging at his shirt, casting his eyes upwards, biting his lip. Slipping his fingers under the hem of 
his tee. 


"Please James. We can go upstairs." 
"Okay" 


"Yay." He smiled, leaning up on his tip-toes once more so they were nose to nose, almost. "l'm just gonna grab 


one more drink." 

"Sure." 

The buzz was less of a buzz now thon it was full distortion. The point at which you hope to achieve when you 
set about getting drunk. The surroundings were little more than surfaces to bounce off of. He could feel his 
legs wobble beneath him. How even after a life-time of walking, they struggled to make a straight line. 

The feeling of his legs being taken out from under him and the sensation of crashing on to the ground took a 
few moments to register. He barely felt a slight gash be made on his forearm as it hit the sharp edge of the 
countertop. 

"Oh Lars, hey. Sorry didn't see you there." 

Full dilated pupils. Fiery hair. Not quite apologetic eyes. A hand extended in front of him. 


He grabbed the hand and hoisted himself up, legs still shaking slightly. "No problem Dave, I'm just gonna go 
grab-" 


"This little guy here," Dave swung his arm over his bandmate, tucking him in to his side, as he introduced him 


to the motley crew of delinquents and low level criminals he called his new friends. 

Probably only interested in getting some cheap weed or some shit. Dave's dealing secret wasn't half as well 
kept as he thought it was. How they still had the money to buy cases of beer without getting paid for a gig in 
a week never shocked him. 


Though they were barely able to stay afloat past that point usually. 


‘Shittiest drummer you've ever fucking seen. First time | saw him play, | thought it was a joke. Introduce 


yourself Lars, go on. You like making new friends, don't you?" 


Drunk and high. He could see it in Dave's eyes, blown wide with dopamine. Signature snarl plastered over his 


face as he ruffled the hair sat on the crown of Lars' head harshly. 


He also couldn't help but notice the little disposable baggy poking out from the back pocket of his jeans. Just 
out of sight for the unobservant. 


Huh. 
Eyes lifted for a second, meeting those of his new acquaintances. 


"Yeah, I'm Lars, actual founder of the band who hired this sack of shit. Good guitar player though." Charm 
turned on as he kept Dave on his good side. His hand snaked behind the taller man. 


"Fucking good is right. So good even someone as tone-deaf as him can tell." 

The cocktail of alcohol floating around his system made him feel a little bolder, a little more daring. Dave's 
booming voice the focal point of his conversation. The small group lost in whatever he was saying. The drink in 
his free hand splashed over the edge of the solo cup as he animatedly talked himself up. 

Little fingers found their way to the back pocket, swiftly pulling the baggy out. He snapped his fist close and 
brought it back towards his own body. He looked up at Dave for a short moment, eyes searching for any hint 
of recognition of what just happened. He found none, nothing beside the usual scorn anyways. 

He just felt the arm wrapped around his shoulder rattle him gently in a drunken stupor. A look of affection to 
outsiders, maybe in Dave's own weird way he thought it was affection too. Or maybe it was once. Before their 


relationship soured. 


"Whatever you say man. Still my band though" He tucked the white powder into his own pocket, for disposing 


later. 

A small win, but a win none the less. It's the least Dave deserved for fucking up the band's reputation before 
they even had a record released to the world. After he worked so hard to get them to when place they were 
today. A growing liability. 


"Hey, I'm gonna head back to James, try not to get killed, or maybe do. Whatever. I'm not your mom. See ya 


round.” 

"Oh sure, sure thing, man By the way, tell Jamie boy | say hi. Have barely seen him all night, hope some little 
prick hasn't been talking his fucking ear off. Oh and tell him some blonde with massive tits was asking after 
him. He could do with a good lay, couldn't he?" 

"| dunno if l'd say that, but sure I'll let him know, man" 

"See ya Larsy." 


"See ya Davey." 


"Love you a lot." 


"Sure, man." 
Jesus fucking Christ. 


He broke himself away from Dave, grabbed a beer and stumbled his way back to James. He ran the heel of 
the bottle over his jean pocket, feeling the rise and fall of the bag through the material. Reassuring himself. 


His legs still felt weak and unsteady when his face came crashing against James’ chest. He instinctively threw 


his arms around his waist, feeling the soft pressure of the guitarists head resting on his for a few moments. 


James pulled the tiny Dane to his side, tucking him under his arm just like Dave has done seconds earlier. The 
two movements were almost identical. He fit similarly against each of them. However instead of stiffening 


uncomfortably, Lars found himself melting to the blonde's side, free hand still wrapped around his waist. 
Beer cans clirked together as they quickly downed the drinks. 

The crowd still pulsed around them. 

"Do you wanna go?" 

"Fuck yeah 


Shoes slapped against the carpeted floors as they wound themselves up the staircase. The writhing bodies that 
littered each step made out with and groped each other. The same teased hair and bright clothes they were 
used to at this point. 


They both gripped the bannisters and climbed up, hand in hand, hardly trying anymore to look platonic. Who the 
fuck cared anyways, not when the alcohol made Lars’ heads fuzzy and comfortable, and James' hand felt so 
warm in his and he could almost feel the fucking hormones emanating off the bodies that littered the halls of 
the house and the upstairs bedrooms. 


He rattled doors, opened occupied rooms. Given quick ‘fuck offs' here and there as he muttered drunk apologies. 
James trailed after him, dragging along behind him until they busted open some medium sized bedroom. 


The heavy humidity that hung around the party downstairs followed them as they crowded into the room. 
Hand still clasped in James’, he dragged the taller boy across the room, only to flop down face first on the 
mattress, his legs struggled to cooperate as he tried to kick them fully on to the bed. He heard a soft laugh 
behind him as he felt his tired legs be hoisted up and thrown down neatly, before the mattress dipped beside 


him. 


Face flush against the pillows, he turned his head and was greeted by a familiar smile. Eyes barely visibly 
under his sandy hair. 


"You good man? You look kinda tired." 


A calloused hand came up ad tucked a tuft of hair behind his ear. 
His own finger reached up to his pocket. 


Dispose of it, he thought, before it slips out. Before he'll have to explain to James what he is doing with a 


couple ounces of cocaine in his jean pocket. And have to way up the pros and cons of lying or telling the truth. 
"Yeah, I'm just gonna head to the bathroom and freshen up. Give me a minute?" 

"Yeah ,sure thing," 

"| won't be long." 


He pressed a soft sloppy kiss on James’ mouth before pulling himself up and dragging himself to the hallway 


one more time. 


Out in the hall, he delicately shut the door, hearing the TV being turned on behind him, the buzz and sound of 
flicking channels reassured him that James could wait a couple minutes. He never was the most impatient or 


demanding of guys. It was one of Lars’ favorite things about him. 
The small drummer leaned against the wall with one hand as he moved his way to the bathroom. 


White marble floors. Black tile walls as he stumbled in, shutting the door behind him. Back against the door, he 


slid down to the ground. Hair fanned behind and around his head, he tucked his bangs behind his ear once more. 


He took the little plastic baggy out of his pocket, stopping for a second to look at its contents. It looked almost 
enigmatic in his drunk state. The white powder was more than just that. It was the thing that was breaking 
the band. Or at least one of the things. It was the chemicals that drove his guitarist wild in all the wrong 


ways. 


It looked nothing like flour or sugar up close. Like what he thought it would look like. It looked fine, like dust, 
pure white dust. His mind skipped to Dave, and how he got into it. He'd heard stories of him dabbling in shit like 


heroin, but never saw it. He figured Dave's childhood was behind his decision. He could never ask though. 


He hardly felt himself slump to the ground, absorbed in the powder in the bag. His cheek rubbed against the 
cool tile as his body lay on the floor, shoulder and arm frigid as they lay against the tile. The haze in his mind 


made it all feel so comfortable, especially in comparison to the crowding heat of the party. He cupped it in his 


little hands for one more second as he opened the seal slightly, cheek still squished against the floor, his 


spinning head stilling momentarily. 


Reaching onto the edge of the bath and towel rail, he hoisted himself to his feet, only to drop down once more 
in front of the toilet. Knees spread wide on the cool tile as he lifted the lid 


"Lars." 
Oh shit. 


Oh shit shit shit fucking shit. Sweet mother in fucking heaven and hell and all the angels and saints and 


everything in between. 
Bag open, caught between his fingers, hovering over the open toilet bowl. Guilty as sin. 


Dave shot him a quizzical look. The light of the hall casting over his bright red hair like a halo of sorts. A 


demonic sort of halo. 

Don't look fucking scared was his only thought. Take whatever Dave was gonna give him like a fucking man. But 
as the door closed behind him and the light that was seeping in from the hallway vanished, he couldn't lie to 
himself and say that he felt confident and strong. 


Cause he didn't. He felt small and weak, and it fucking sucked. It felt so fucking horrible, to not feel in control 


for once. 


Cause he was in the wrong, he knew he was in the fucking wrong. No matter what way he spun it, he stole 


Dave's shit. And it felt suffocating. 


He leaned back on his legs, big eyes looked up dumbfounded, bag still in hand as Dave walked in and hunched 


down beside him. Nose to nose. Like he was with James earlier, just I0 million times worse. 

Dave reached out, gripping Lars' cheeks between his thumb and index, scrunching them together. 
The guitarists face morphed in to his signature smile once more. 

He shut his eyes. Waiting a fist in the face. A black eye, bust lip and worse. 

"| didn't know you wanted to try coke." 

Wait. 


"You could have just asked me dude. I'd have helped you out" 


What. 


Dave removed his hand from his drummers face and snatched the bag, closing the toilet lid in one swift 


movement. 
He just looked up into Dave's face. Eyebrows raised in surprise and skepticism. 


Skilled fingers broke open the bag as he dumped the contents out on the toilet lid. Credit card taken out and 
left on the edge as Dave looked up at his bandmate. 


"I'll go first, show you how its done." 


But he didn't want to try coke. In fact he really fucking didn't want to try coke. At least not now anyways. Not 


in some bathroom tucked away with the worst company he could think of. 
Stony green eyes shot up to challenge Dave. 
"l'm good Dave, thanks for offering though." 


‘Lars, you're not dumb. And | hope to God you don't think I'm so dumb | don't know exactly what you were 
doing. You're fucking doing it, ok?" 


"Whatll happen if | don't?" 
‘I'm not gonna even worry myself by thinking about that Lars, c'mon" 


A large hand came to rest on his back, pulling him closer. Not gentle, not particularly rough either. Different. 
Weird. Fucking weird. 


"Y'know, Lars, | don't think I've ever seen you scared" 
Brave face. "Why's that?" 


"| don't know. Maybe becouse you always get your fucking way. Everything always comes up in your favor. | 
don't think you've ever really had an opportunity to be scared" 


He felt scared now. He felt Dave could smell it from a mile away. He tried not to let it show. 
"Oh." 
The neat white lines on the lid of the toilet looked pristine. As he watched Dave lean down and snort one of 


them, a far corner in his brain twinged with excitement. This was part of the fabled sex, drugs and rock n' roll. 


Lying right in front of him. 


Though the excitement felt dwarfed by a creeping fear. 
That hand from before now came to rest on the back of his head. 


Is easy man. Big breath out. Cover one nostril. You'll figure it out. You're pretty smart for a little fucking 


queer.” 
And he did just that. Deep breath out, deep breath in. 
The powder felt weird in his nose. The hit came soon after. 


He felt his face break into a crooked smile automatically. A choked laugh escaped his lips. It felt like he thought 


it would 

"| don't want to hurt you Lars" 

He somehow doubted that 

"Just stay the fuck away from Hetfield, okay,” 

He didn't want to think about the consequences of not listening to Dave right now. 


Not when it all felt as good as this. 


